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kill his patient, the financier wreck his clients, the
company director bring his shareholders to ruin,
the statesman plunge his country into war. But
ordinary workers have good, solid, practical things
to do, whether driving trams or delivering letters.
Trams do their journeys, and letters are duly
delivered.

During our holidays at Wincanton we sometimes
hired a wagonette and horse from a local farmer
and drove over to Stourton Tower. Both father
and mother were good community singers and how-
ever bumpy the road and uncomfortable the seats
of the wagonette, the time would pass pleasantly.
When the road was steep, we would all get out
and push behind, and this happened frequently,
for there were no arterial roads, and the side roads
were both narrow and steep.

Our holidays were often darkened by the shadow
of controversy, father often becoming embroiled in
political discussions with yokels, farmers, and even
with the country gentry. Even the most intelligent
of them could not understand the deep red socialism
of the Social Democratic Federation; and as for the
smaller fry, lean, cadaverous and hungry, they would
generally side with the squire whose politics they
understood, and to whom they looked for work.